The George Sand-

Mourning once more: I headed the procession at the burial
of father Pouchet last Monday. That gentle fellow's life was
very beautiful, and I mourned him.

I enter today upon my fifty-second year, and I insist on em-
bracing you today: I do it affectionately, since you love me so
well,

CCXLVIIL    To GUSTAVE FLAUBEBT

Nohant, 8 January, 1873

Yes, yes, my old friend, you must come to see me. I am not
thinking of going to Paris before the end of the winter, and it
is so hard to see people in Paris. Bring me Saint-Antoine. I
want to hear it, I want to live in it with you. I want to embrace
you with all my soul, and Maurice does too.

Lina loves you too, and our little ones have not forgotten
you. I want you to see how interesting and lovely my Aurore
has become. I shall not tell you anything new about myself.
I live so little in myself. This will be a good reason for you to
talk about what interests me more, that is to say, about your-
self. Tell me ahead so that I can spare you that horrid coach
from Chateauroux to Nohant. If you could bring Tourgue-
neff, we should be happy, and you would have the most perfect
travelling companion. Have you read Peres et Enfants? How
good it is!

Now, I hope for you really this time, and I think that our
air will do you good. It is so lovely here!

Your old comrade who loves you,

G. Sand

I embrace you six times for the New Year.

282